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The Worst Virgin Ever 


Author's Notes: 
This was a serious story when | started writing it, but then the plot twist came to my mind and well--this 
happened. To be honest, there was no way | could fit this concept into a serious, dramatic storyline XD 


Merry Christmasl! And thank you for wishing this, it was really fun to write :) 


Axl is the hottest person in the world, Tracii thinks with the kind of clarity granted only to those so absolutely 
drunk they space out while angry redheads scream in their faces and make threatening signs. Axl looks 


especially hot when he's really mad. 


Tracii is not gay, and never had any kind of inclinations towards men Sure, he gets curious sometimes, but 


never enough to actually go for it. 


But Axl is just..Ax/ He looks like a porn star and sings like an angel, and Tracii would very much like to suck his 


dick, maybe even lose his anal virginity to him, and only thirty percent of that is the alcohol talking. 


The thing is, he should be ridiculous. He has carrot hair, and he dresses like the slutty hybrid child of a drag 
queen and Sid Vicious, and he pulls it off. 


He pulls it off so well Tracii can't help but stare at him as he sings and bounces around, stare at him while he 
sits around sipping beer, stare at him while he has his temper tantrums, stare at him while he glares at him 
viciously. 

"--and what the fuck are you looking at?!" 

Gauging by the narrowness of Axl's eyes, Tracii's death is near, but he's drunk enough that he doesn't care. 


"You look like a porn star," he states seriously, adjusting his guitar strap where its biting into his shoulder. 


Axl's eyes widen, like Tracii just grew a second head. Behind him, Izzy laughs so hard he loses motor function 
and drops his guitar. 


Axl blinks "What?" 
"My ass is a virgin," Tracii comments with a shrug. Izzy makes a strangling noise. 


Axl looks at Tracii with the kind of horror on his face that is usually reserved for when someone confesses 


they eat people sometimes. 
"what?" he asks feebly. 


"Say you want him to pop your cherry," Izzy asks prayerfully from where he's rolling around on the floor in 


fits of hilarity “Tell him you want him to pop your cherry. Make my life complete" 

Tracii is about to comply, but Axl clamps his hand over his mouth. 

"Let's just pretend today never happened," he says, closing his eyes. 

Tracii slips his tongue past his parted lips to lick Axl's palm. 

Axl punches him on reflex, and the last thing he hears is Izzy pounding the floor with his fists. 


"We have chemistry," Tracii says with a shrug. He's sitting at the bar, with a slightly contrite-looking Axl 
holding a bottle of cold beer against his sore mouth. 


Axl scowls, throwing his free hand up in an all encompassing gesture, as if to display to the world the kind of 


stupidity he has to put up with. 


‘I've wished you dead more times than | can remember!" he says "You act like you're trying to make me kill 


you all the time! | almost broke your face Today! That's what you call chemistry?!" 


Tracii feels uncomfortable and slightly embarrassed, but every feeling is absolutely overshadowed by the 


massive headache he has. 


"Oh my God," Axl says, peering closely at Tracii's face as it dawns on him. "Oh my God! Were you trying to.. 
was that your idea of flirting? With me? Have you been trying to flirt with me for.." He gapes. 


"Well, I'm sorry for misintre---misinterpe-- for thinking you might lke me," he says stiffly, clinging to his 
dignity even as he wobbles to his feet. "| gotta go. | have a-hum- - thing" 


"Sit the fuck down, you're drunk," Axl grumbles, manhandling him back to his stool and shoving the bottle at 
his face. They stay in silence for a while ".| never said / wasn’t flirting with you" 


They stare at each other. 
Eventually, Tracii says, "You are the worst." 
And then he pounces. 


"Ax!" Tracii gasps, and he giggles a little at how weird that sounds, because he's still a little drunk. Just a little 
" What kind of name is Axl” 


Axl growls and scowls, and it looks far more threatening than usual when he has his hand so close to Tracii's 


dick. 
Its also strangely arousing; Tracii's dick informs him by swelling almost instantly. Huh 


‘Its a name someone called Traci" Axl spits out, and Tracii can't help but file away the way his name sounds 


falling from those lips, even when dripping with annoyance. "is in no position to question" 
"Fair enough," Tracii grins dopily ". My place, or yours?" 


"Neither, " Axl says, biting a line up Tracii's jaw. 


"Here?" Tracii gasps. The idea of fucking in a toilet stall is not precisely unappealing, Tracii's dick dutifully 


informs. 
"You're drunk,” Axl says, hot against Tracii's ear. 
‘I'm always drunk," he points out. Axl bites his earlobe. 


"Tomorrow at ten," he says, grinding against Tracii, his hand venturing to squeeze Tracii's ass "you better not 


be" 


There's dinner, and candles. Chinese takeout and plain white candles for when the power goes out, but stil 
Tracii is impressed. 


"You know, | gotta admit I'm kind of surprised by all this," Tracii says, leaning back against the couch cushions. 
"| never really pegged you as the romantic type." 


"| could've just ripped all the clothes off your drunk ass and fucked you dry against the wall yesterday," Axl 
shoots back. "That what you would've preferred?" 


"Nah. | kinda dig whole wooing thing." Tracii lets one of his arms slide down from his leg, into the space between 
their bodies. His heart rate is accelerating. He wonders, fleetingly, if he should feel embarrassed about being 
such a whore when it comes to Axl. 

Axl huffs. "Just shut up and watch the movie." He's smirking a little. 

"Fucker," Tracii mutters under his breath. 

Axl doesn't reply. He shifts and sinks deeper into the ratty couch cushions, closer to Tracii. His crossed arms 
come apart; his bicep brushes warmly against Tracii's. Their hands touch. Tracii can feel his heartbeat in his 
throat. 

"You're nervous," Axl states, cocking an eyebrow. 


Tracii says, "Wouldn't you be?" 


He wills himself to meet Axl's eyes. Their faces are so close he can feel Axl's breath hit his still slightly 


swollen upper lip. 


Axl swallows audibly. 


"Actually." he trails off, and that's when the night slides into shady territory. 


"Hold up," Tracii says. "So what you're saying is-" 


"What l'm saying is exactly what l'm saying," Axl snaps back somewhat redundantly. They're sitting so far 
apart on the couch they're both perching on the armrests. 


"So you're." 

"Yes, Tracii, | am" 
"You've seriously never—" 
"No." 

"Not even with-" 

"With no one" 

"And how about when-" 
"Nope 

"But you're-" 


"Tracii!" Axl snaps. "I'm a virgin. Completely. Do you need me to spell it out for you? |. Am. A. Virgin. / am a 


virgin |, Axl Rose-" 
"Okay, | get it, | get it," Tracii says. "I'm just gonna need some time to digest this information, that's all." 
Axl fixes him with a withering glare. 


Tracii crosses his arms so ostentatiously that he almost loses his balance and tumbles off the couch's 


armrest. 
"What?! Have you seen yourself? I'm sorry, but this is, like, the biggest plot twist since Darth Vader told Luke 
he was his father--oh my god" Tracii's eyes widen in sudden realization "This can be like a double 


devirginization agreement! You'll de-flower my ass and it'll de-flower you!" 


Axl closes his eyes and clenches his fists tight as he breathes in deep, once. 


"Please shut up." 
Tracii grins, even though Axl can't see it "Make me shut up" 


Axl's eyes open to narrowed slits and just like that they're kissing. A hand comes up to cup Tracii's face and, 
whoa, yeah, there's Axl's tongue, nudging against his. It tastes of cheap beer and chao mein. 


Tracii makes a delighted noise. 

Axl hums in response and presses closer. His grip on Tracii's jaw tightens, his other hand curving around 
Tracii's neck. Tracii swallows. It feels as though his entire body is on fire- his face, his mouth area, the pit of 
his stomach. Suddenly, he is achingly hard. 

Axl seems to be phasing out of the kiss, so Tracii chases him, almost thoughtlessly climbing into his lap and 
grinding their hips together. Axl moans. Their mouths disconnect, but Axl's warm hands stay where they are, 
curved around Tracii's neck and cheek, holding him in place. It's hot, so fucking hot, and Tracii can't help but 


burrow his face in the crook of Axl's shoulder and exhale, shuddering. 


"Tracii," Axl says, voice low. His hand moves from Tracii' face to his back, sliding down toward his ass- and it 


doesn't stop there, it dips into his underwear and goes straight for his hole, strokes across it teasingly. 


"Fuck" Tracii says, coming up for air. His entire body is quivering. "Oh my fuck, this is really happening." He 
pushes back against Axl's fingertip. 


Axl opens his mouth to say something. 


Tracii says, "Axl Virgin Rose, | swear to God, if you're gonna make some sort of stupid fucking comment that 
will ruin this moment for me |-" 


"Actually," Axl interrupts him, "| was going to suggest we move to the bed" 
Oh. All right. "Hot, virtuous,and smart. Fucking jackpot" 


"Honestly," he says as he reaches for Axl's dick, "you've got no idea how often I've jerked off to the thought 
of this.” 


"Yeah?" Axl says, eyes fluttering shut. "Me too." 


"Wow," Tracii says, "you fag," and Axl laughs, actually laughs, teeth showing and everything. 


He dips his head down and starts to thrust into Tracii's grip, moaning out little noises. Tracii watches the dark 
head of Axl's dick appear and disappear and reappear in the tight circle of his hand, which would be funny, 
probably, if it weren't so mind-blowingly sexy. He uses his free hand to rub at it with his thumb and 


forefinger. 

Axl moans Tracii's name loud enough to make Tracii's spine shudder and shifts his weight onto one arm. His 
hand closes around Tracii's dick, jerking it sloppily. He looks wrecked, his red hair a mess and the entire upper 
half of his body flushing pink. He looks relaxed and unguarded and- and even more beautiful than usual. 
"Fuck," Tracii says, watching the both of them leak precome onto his stomach. He's overcome by a wave of 
lust so strong his toes almost curl. "Hey, is it time for the penetration part yet? ‘Cause | don't know if I'm 
gonna be able to last very long if you keep looking like you do, and since | don't think your face'll change-- 
omph!" 

Axl leans down and kisses him deeply, tongue smoothing inside, effectively shutting him up. 

"You are the worst virgin ever," Tracii mutters after he breaks away. He watches the long lean line of Axl's 
back and ass as Axl rolls off him and reaches for the bottom drawer of the nightstand "Shouldn't you be 
blushing and stuttering and stuff?" 


"That I'm a virgin doesn't make me the heroine in one of those shitty dime novels you read," Axl replies, "Get 


on your stomach." 

"The worst virgin ever. That should be your first porn movie" Tracii says, but turns onto his front anyway. He 
slips his arms under the pillow. It smells of Axl. He breathes in. The bed sheets feel crisp and cool against his 
skin. 

"Did you wash your sheets for this?" Tracii asks. 


"This morning," Axl says, touching the small of Tracii's back. "Special occasion and all that." 


Tracii is about to make a smart ass comment, but then there's the pressure of a slick fingertip against his 


hole. 

"Oh," Tracii says. "Wow. Did you actually just warm the lube up between your hands?" 

Axl groans, finger sinking inside. "Yeah, Tracii, | did. Do you think you could stop asking questions?" 
"Was that a rhetorical question?" 

Axl pushes a second finger in. Tracii moans. 


"Jesus Christ, Axl," Tracii pants frustratedly after ten minutes. "What exactly are you planning to put in 
there?" 


Axl's entire body stills. "What?" 
"| realize you are a virgin and so you're totally clueless and insecure and shit, but really, man, five minutes 
prep is enough." Tracii says, gasping and squirming "People get bored, you know? Write that down for next 


time" 


Axl's's fingers flex inside him. "Is there any chance we could rewind to the part where you couldn't believe this 


was happening? | liked that part better." 
Tracii reaches behind his back to pat Axis thigh. "Just gimme the dick, dude." 
"Oh my God," Axl says, but he's laughing. "Please tell me l'm still allowed to back out of this agreement." 


“There's not a single thing in the entire world that could have prepared me for this moment," Tracii tells Axl 
seriously, fingers gripping the sheets tight as he gasps. "Not a single thing | could have spent my entire life up 
to this point constantly shoving things up my ass and | probably still wouldn't have been prepared. | was sadly 
unprepared for your dick. | love your dick. Can | keep it?" 


He's fully expecting a shut the fuck up or please stop talking or thats it, Im giving up, Im done here, get out-- 
maybe even a slap--, but Axl doesn't reply. His dick has stopped sinking into Tracii, too. 


AKI" 

Behind him, Axl inhales sharply. "Give me a second." 
"Are you okay?" 

Axl grits out, "Yes." 

"Am | that tight?" Tracii wonders out loud. 

"No more questions," Axl grunts. 

Oh. Right. "I am that tight," Tracii states evenly. 


"Yeah." 


"And | feel that good 
"Yeah" 

"Really fucking good" 

"Yeah 

"Really, really fucking good" 
"Yeah" 


All right, then. "That is so hot,"Tracii moans, shifting. Axl lets out a strangled noise; his fingers tighten where 
they're already digging into Tracii's hipbones. "l'm really proud of myself right now." 


"Fuck," Axl whispers against his back. "Fuck" 
"That's a good ‘fuck’, right?" 
"| don't know yet," Axl says, but he moves, sliding deeper. Tracii's breath catches. "Hey, are you okay?" 


"The anticipation might be killing me," Tracii says. He thinks he might actually mean it, too. "This feels so good 


already, | have no idea if or how l'm going to survive the rest of it” 
"Might not be very long," Axl chokes out, forehead thumping down on Tracii's sweaty back. 
"Oh, good," Tracii says, and he's having trouble breathing. "Finally something we can agree on" 


Afterward, they lie on their backs, chests heaving. 

"Hey, what kind of virginity do you think you lost today?" Tracii asks once he's caught his breath. 
Axl groans. "What?" 

"Well, the traditional virginity loss, you know, PIV, is kinda out of the question, so~" 

"What's PIV?" Axl asks groggily. 

"Penis in vagina," Tracii says. “Obviously. God, you know nothing do you, you poor, sad virgin?" 


Axl groans again and swats in his general direction. "Fucking hell, Tracii" 


‘Im just saying, it's all about penetration. Maybe we should switch it up. You know, just to be sure the 


devirginization process has been successful." 


"Yeah, okay," Axl says, uncharacteristically compliant. He yawns. The sheets rustle. An arm is slung around 


Tracii's waist. "Later. Tomorrow" 
"after breakfast?" 

"What did we say about the questions?" 
"After breakfast" Tracii states. 


Axl sighs "Yeah, Tracii. After breakfast" 


